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There was a party at Joe's that night. There was no question that they would all be going there, but Sav still 
just felt so tired. Tired of touring and tired of this whole circus they called their life nowadays. Sure, it was 
great and he would choose it over a lot of other lifestyles, but sometimes he just wished there would be a 
break. A break in which they could be themselves, lead a normal life, and not having to deal with paparazzi and 


stuff like that all the time. 


Their third album, Pyromania, had become very successful in a very short amount of time after they had 
released it. Sav was proud of the outcome and therefore appreciated all the recognition it got in return, but in 
a way, it also was the thing that changed his life forever, and that not only for the better. He now had to 
wear disguise everywhere he went unless he wanted to get run over by a hysterical mob of fangirls, he had 
full schedules and sometimes only a few days off after a month of playing shows each night. In other words, it 
was exhausting. The only thing that kept his head above water nowadays were his bandmates who were going 
through it with him. Even though they all dealt differently with the fame, it still felt good to know that there 
was someone there who knew how he felt and what he was going through. In times like these, when he got into 


a phase in which everything sort of became blurred around him, events coming and passing again as quickly as 


they had come and every day appearing to be the same, he knew he could always count on his mates to pull 
him out of it. And mostly parties and getting drunk together eased his mind a lot. So Sav actually looked 
forward to the party as he stood at Joe's doorstep. 


The whole house was practically vibrating due to the volume of the music, Sav briefly asking himself if anyone 
would hear him knocking if he did. No, definitely not. So he walked around the house and into the garden, finding 
his bandmates littered around the place with other friends and of course, chicks. 


"Hey, Sav! Come over", a familiar voice already slurred due to too many drinks called out for him, making his 
head snap into the direction of the sound. His gaze found his very best friend, on a bench in the garden with 
his back slid down the backrest a bit, making him look even drunker than he probably was. There was a girl 
Sav didn't know on his lap that was pawing at his shirt-covered chest, and by the looks of it, Joe didn't know 
her either. But he had an arm around her waist, either way, pulling her close, so he seemingly also didn't want 
her to leave him. Sav felt a cold stab to his heart but didn't let it show in any way, asking about the location 
of the drinks instead. 


"Kitchen", was all Joe slurred in response, making Sav head off with a nod. He tried to not think about the 
scene from before so much, but it came back to haunt him either way. The sight of Joe's large hand with the 
long fingers and tanned skin on that girl's ass, squeezing lightly. Sav finally found the drinks and immediately 
downed a whole bottle of beer, intending to get that picture out of his head. But it didn't, and instead of 
disappearing, it only got worse. He started to imagine that hand on his own ass in that way and squeezed his 
eyes shut, refusing to let this get further. He knew he was sexually attracted to his best friend, had known it 
for a while at that point in time. He didn't exactly know what it was that made him think that way, but it just 
was as it was. He had discovered he was bi, too, at one afterparty of their shows. There had been a very nice 
guy that he had talked to, who was gay, and he had asked him if he ever tried anything with a man. Sav had 
denied that and somehow the guy had talked him into trying it, and he wasn't put off from it at all. The 
opposite, actually. He had been so turned on by the things that guy had done to him that he simply couldn't 
deny that he was attracted to men, too, besides all the women he normally did. So maybe he was only 


attracted to Joe because he was a really good-looking man. 


He was very careful to not let his thoughts slip to anyone though, it would only cause trouble. He simply 
satisfied his desire by doing a whole bunch of girls, but deep down he knew that it wasn't entirely satisfying. 
He wanted to repeat that night with the guy at the afterparty, wanted to be the one who got taken by 
someone else. And nowadays, his mind seemed to be especially focused on the idea of one particular human 


taking him like that. Joe. 


But he knew it would never happen. He knew Joe was as straight as a pole, sleeping with more girls than any of 
them and talking about all the things he loved about their bodies whenever he wasn't in bed with one. He knew 
Joe would never even think about doing another man himself, but he wasn't quite sure if Joe would be 
bothered by the knowledge that his best friend was attracted to men, too. Maybe he would be, maybe he 
wouldn't, but Sav didn't care because he knew he wouldn't find out either way. There was absolutely no way he 
would let that little piece of information about himself slip to him, it would probably be used to his 
disadvantage. Or it wouldn't. Either way, it didn't matter, Sav firmly told himself. 


"A bit eager to get drunk there?", Steve's voice finally pulled him out of his thoughts as he was draining 
another beer bottle at lightning speed, making him nod absently. But he firmly decided that now wasn't the 
time to think about things he wanted but would never get, his friends shouldn't be forced to deal with his 
unhappiness on that part. So he smiled at Steve, hooking one arm around his shoulders as he grabbed another 


two beer bottles in his other hand before steering him into the garden to their other friends. 


"Now, let's get this party started’, he said with a grin, making Steve grin in return, taking the offered bottle 


from Sav's hands. 
"You're on. So bottoms up." 


They both threw their heads back at Steve's words, drinking until they couldn't anymore, and Sav felt the 
nerves he'd felt before loosening their grip on him. He decided to have some fun that night, he was here to 
get his mind off the recent stress after all 


woun 


It was probably three in the morning and Sav found himself in the small hut at the back of Joe's garden 
together with the latter. The party had gone by in a blur of laughter, drinks, and making out with girls, and 
most of the people had left by then. Sav knew there still were few in the house, including Steve, Phil, and Rick, 
but his mind wasn't able to focus so much on people that weren't even in his vision at that exact moment. So, 
logically, his whole thoughts were whirling around the one person he was currently facing, leaning against the 
small bar counter of the hut next to him. His best friend. Joe. 


They both had sobered up a bit, but the focus lies on a bit They were still slurring a bit and Sav still wasn't 
feeling the nerves that had gotten him so worked up at the beginning of the party. But at least Joe was able 
to walk properly again, even though a slight sway laid in his step. 


They were talking about everything and nothing like they always did when they were alone. Sav loved that thing 
about Joe, that they always had something to talk about and that he could always understand what he meant 
even if he was shitfaced like he was right then. But hey, that was why Joe was his best friend after all. 


The only bad thing about the situation they were currently in was, that Sav's mind wouldn't stop imagining 
what it would be like if all of those fantasies he had about Joe came true. Joe wasn't making it any easier to 
place them in the back of his mind, either. He was leaning against the bar already without his shirt since he 
claimed to always get hot when he got drunk, his long lean legs encased in a pair of blue, ripped jeans that 
provided even more glimpses of his tanned, warm skin, and his dirty blonde hair messily surrounding his face. 
That damn face with the lush reddened lips and the bright green eyes that glinted behind strands of his bangs 
when they got caught in the overhead lights. Sav wished his thoughts would just stop, but it was to no use. He 
was just hoping Joe was drunk enough to not notice him almost drooling over him whenever he looked at the 


tall singer. 


Their conversation had shifted from music to shows and parties and finally, they had ended up in the sexual 
area again. They always did, after some time, mostly because they both felt comfortable talking about such 
topics with each other. Talks were somehow easier between them, even if it came to usually uncomfortable 


topics. 


Joe had told him a lot of things no one else knew, like the fact that he had gotten blown in a cinema and had 
gotten caught by the woman that sold snacks in the breaks, therefore not being able to enter that cinema 
ever again. He knew about every girl he had dated and he knew about everything Joe had tried or wanted to 


try, if he had feelings for someone or not, if he wanted to screw someone or not. Currently, Joe was talking 


about that girl that had sat on his lap earlier. 


"| just.. | couldn't do that to her. She was just soooo drunk, | felt like | couldn't take advantage of her like that, 


you know what | mean?" 


Sav nodded briefly, just listening to everything Joe had to say. Most of the time it was like that. Joe talked and 
Sav listened, giving him what he needed, a person that listened to him and didn't judge him. That was why Sav 
felt like he knew a lot more about Joe than the latter did about him. It wasn't like he wasn't asking him 
anything, he did that often, but he just got into so much more details when he talked about his experiences. 
Sav blamed that on him being a rather extroverted person, very unlike Sav who blushed as soon as he got 


asked about something as innocent as whether a girl had blown him or not. 


"And you? | haven't seen you hooking up with someone lately", Joe suddenly stated, making Sav's cheeks flush 
crimson. He blushed even more easily when he was as drunk as he was at the moment. 


"| just... didn't feel like it, mate. | dunno." 


Joe nodded absently, his gaze glinting with curiosity at the reply. Sav immediately averted his gaze at that, his 
cheeks heating up even more for no notable reason. His gaze landed on the pool table in the middle of the 
room, seemingly being a sight that should make him calm down again because it wasn't associated with the 
topic they were currently talking about at all, but only for as long as Sav's mind needed to involve it into a 
fantasy, too. What it managed to do quite quickly. Sav briefly wondered why his mind was always in the gutter 
when he was shitfaced, but there was no time to think about the reason. Because then the image of Joe taking 
him on that very same pool table rode through his mind and seemingly all his blood rushed to his groin in an 
instant. Squeezing his eyes shut he banned the pool table from his vision, only opening his eyes again as he was 


addressed once more. 

"Sav?" 

He looked at Joe, knowing he had something on his mind and therefore waiting for him to continue. His green 
eyes held a special glint in them, something Sav had never seen on him before. It definitely was a kind of 


curious expression. But there was the typically cheeky expression, too, that was just so voe. 


"Where is your favorite place to be touched?" 


The question was a bit out of context and it directly made Sav's cheeks burn up as he averted his eyes again 
and took another sip of his beer. He didn't know why Joe had asked that, but he noticed that the air between 
them was filled with the anticipation of an answer from his side. But he felt so embarrassed of his truthful 
answer that he simply clamped his mouth shut. 


"Sav? Come on, | wanna know! And | won't laugh, | promise. Is it that bad?" 


Sav closed his eyes and took a deep breath, knowing that his best friend would insist on him answering the 


question until he finally did. 


Fine. My nipples. There, satisfied?", he finally said, actually surprised Joe hadn't started to laugh, not even 
snicker. Looking up, he found the green eyes fixated on him, raising to his face as soon as he rose his head to 


face his best mate. 
"So, your nipples, huh?", he finally said with a smirk, making Sav want to disappear into the ground. 


"I knew you were going to make fun of me", he sighed and looked down again, feeling insanely stupid while his 


cheeks burned in embarrassment. 


"Sorry man, | don't mean it like that. It's perfectly normal that you like your nipples to be touched, it doesn't 
mean you're like a girl or somethin’. | like mine to be touched, too, actually", Joe then stated seriously, Sav 
feeling the other man moving closer to him. His heartbeat started to flutter, his pulse pounding in his ears as 


he felt Joe's beer-scented breath against the back of his neck. 
What on earth was he planning on doing? 


Sav couldn't bring himself to look at Joe again, besides, he'd have to turn around if he wanted to. His heart still 
hammering, he waited for Joe to crack a joke and make fun of him again in some way, but it never came. 
Instead, he felt a large warm hand trailing up his side, making his breath catch in his throat and his eyes snap 
open in shock, excitement, and confusion. He watched the hand trail up to his chest, searching out one of his 
nipples through his shirt and rubbing a thumb across it, making Sav try and stifle a moan. Unsuccessfully. As 
the sound bubbled out of him, he heard a silent chuckle right behind his ear, making his cheeks flame even 
redder. But what was Joe doing? What for Christ's sake was he doing? 


"What other places are there?", Joe then asked while his hands ran across Sav's chest again, trailing down to 
the hem of his shirt and finally there were long warm fingers on the bassist's equally burning skin, tracing 
some random pattern and causing goosebumps to break out on the younger one's body. Another moan rumbled 
out from deep within his chest as Joe's fingers made their way up his body again and repeated the action 


from before without the thin layer of fabric being there as a shield. 


"Been wanting you for so long", he then rasped out against the back of Sav's neck, cocking his hips forward a 
bit and letting the bassist know that he, indeed, had a very persistent erection But Sav's rational brain sprung 


on again after his heart had stuttered to a stop at Joe's words. 


What the actual fuck? Joe was straight, had been flirting with girls for the whole day, for that matter. And 
now here he was, suddenly claiming to want his male best friend? It didn't make any sense, but Sav's alcohol- 
induced body didn't care. All he could think about was how good Joe's hands felt on him and how badly he 
wanted that fantasy of Joe doing him on the pool table to become reality. So he leaned back into the body 
behind him, turning his head to the side to place a sloppy kiss on the side of Joe's neck. 


"Want you, too. Take me, Joe", he then whisper-slurred, making Joe groan behind him in obvious arousal. Sav 
didn't know how it happened, but when he blinked he found himself on the pool table, Joe standing between his 
slightly spread legs. 


His jeans were bulging significantly already, and Sav felt the strong urge to touch and see. So he sat up 
slightly, reaching for the button and zipper on those ripped jeans, getting them undone while Joe sucked on his 
neck, feeling the urge to mark without a proper reason, only the primal need for it. As Sav had finally got 
those jeans opened and tugged from the waist they had been hugging, he noticed that Joe hadn't even 
bothered with underwear. He apparently expected to get laid that night, no matter who it would turn out to be. 


Giving the hardened length a few strokes, he watched Joe throwing his head back and groaning in bliss, 
meanwhile thinking about how he would be able to take that length. He knew Joe was big but in a situation like 
this, he immediately seemed a lot bigger than originally. But Sav's lust-hazed brain wasn't interested in thinking 
further about it, exciting itself with the thought that he would finally get what he had wanted for so long. 


Sav's clothes were off so quickly, he wondered how Joe had been able to do it with so much alcohol clouding 
his mind. But again, his mind fixated on the bigger plan immediately, taking in Joe's excited breaths and lust- 
filled green eyes. Man, he had never ached for something, or someone, that badly. 


"Gotta prep", Sav finally whispered, sucking on his fingers to get them wet enough. Joe only watched with 
widened green eyes that almost burnt holes of desire into the bassists skin. And that sight only urged him on 
further. So he finally popped the fingers out of his mouth, reaching down to take hold of his cock with one 
hand while the other went behind him, his eyes fluttering closed as he got himself ready with his fingers. 


"Holy fuck", Joe groaned as he watched in amazement, stroking his own cock while watching his best friend 
squirm in pleasure on the pool table, his hips bucking upwards again and again before he finally withdrew his 


fingers, still moaning and whimpering as he continued to stroke himself with the other hand. 


"Take me", he then moaned out, hooking his thighs around Joe's narrow hips and pulling him closer, making Joe 
brace himself on the pool table with his forearms while he guided his cock to that rosy entrance before it. 
Pushing in, he heard Sav whimper, looking up at him to see what was up. His eyes were glistening with unshed 


tears but everything about his body language told Joe to go on 


"Gimme all you got.. Fuck, please..", he then managed to choke out so desperately that Joe directly snapped his 
hips forward, burying himself to the hilt. Sav moaned and bucked against him, urging him on to start moving. 


Joe did and Sav looked up at him through heavily lidded eyes, being greeted by the sight of a strong tanned 
chest and equally strong tanned shoulders, blonde hair hanging into darkened green eyes and parted lips taking 
in rapid shallow breaths. Jesus, he looked so good. 


"Jesus, you're so fuckin’ tight..", Joe slurred after a while, rolling his hips against Sav's over and over again, 
seemingly mesmerized by the sound of their skin slapping together and the moans pouring out of them. Sav 
just desperately hooked his arms around the back of his neck, pulling him down completely over him. Their 
faces were only inches apart at that moment, their noses brushing and their pants hitting the other's lips 
tauntingly. Joe steadily drove his hips into Sav's over and over again and the latter finally yanked him down by 
his messed up hair, pulling him into a kiss full of burning passion Joe groaned at that contact, grabbing Sav by 
the waist to impale him even further onto his cock, making the bassist whine in return. Sav finally broke the 
kiss again as he felt his orgasm approaching, bucking hard against Joe while tangling his hands in his hair. 


"Fuck, right there.. So close... 


Joe picked up the pace even further upon hearing those words, sweat running down his back and his eyes 
closing as he felt his cock aching inside of his undeniably handsome best friend. Just a few thrusts later Sav 
cried out, his body convulsing beneath Joe's as his belly and hand got covered in white sticky fluid. 


The contracting of Sav's inner muscles pushed Joe off towards the edge at lightning speed as well, making him 


come too after just a few more rough thrusts. 
"Jesus, Sav..." 


They then laid there almost motionless in the afterglow on the pool table, Joe managing to disjoint them while 
Sav simply laid there with closed eyes, not believing that what he had wished for had really happened. But 


apparently, even the most hopeless dreams could come true with a little luck. 


"Sav? You got cum onto my pool table", Joe finally said, trying to remain serious, but the crack of humor in 


his voice couldn't be missed. 


"Oops", Sav replied innocently, finally breaking out into laughter with Joe following closely after. He felt so happy 
he just couldn't wipe the smile off his face as Joe cursed about the pool table again before sighing defeatedly 
and laying down beside Sav again with his arms tossed across the younger one's chest. And Sav knew right 
then that no matter which state of relationship they were in at that point in time, they would always remain 
the same in some way. Still cracking dumb jokes, still laughing about them together. Still being at each other's 
side. And that was all that mattered. 


wvunu 


A bit later that evening, two shadowed figures exited the hut in the back of Joe's garden, one walking a bit 
oddly, and the other swaying lightly with each step he took. 


"Hey, what did you do for so long? We searched for you", Steve asked his two mates. 


"Nothing", a glowing Sav answered, his curls messed up in a suspicious way and his eyes sparkling as they had 


never done before. 

"Alright then’, Steve said, turning around and going over to the rest of their mates again, obviously too 
shitfaced to dig deeper. Sav just turned to look at Joe again, seeing him smiling back at him just as brightly as 
he smiled himself. Finally breaking the eye contact, Sav started to make his way over to their group of friends, 
but the sound of his best friend's voice made him stop in his tracks again. 

"Sav?" 

"Yeah?" 

"You wanna do that again sometime?" 


Sav's cheeks flushed crimson and he lowered his gaze, finally letting it meet Joe's again. 


"Hell yes." 


